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Summary: 


A collection of missing scenes and scene expansions from 
Golden Sun 1 & 2 ranging from gen scenes as the party 
becomes friends and allies, to the end of TLA. 


1. Chapter1 
Author's Note: 


Hi I'm Ember and | like being sad about Felix and being 
an unreliable disaster about posting fanworks. Title from 
"Isaac" by Bear's Den, which is a quality song about the 
Biblical story of Isaac, which | have chosen to willfully 
misinterpret as a Golden Sun jam. 


First chapter: Sheba joins the gang and is reluctant 
about working with a guy who seemed reluctantly 
complicit in her kidnapping. 


Sheba wakes up on Idejima drifting at sea, before Felix does. 
Jenna and Kraden stand over her, gently waking her. 
Saturos, Mendardi, and Alex are nowhere to be seen. Felix 
lies still, several feet away. Sheba doesn't know if she wants 
him to wake up. He's the last thing standing between her 
and freedom. It's a terrible thought, she realizes, even as 
she thinks it. 


He risked his life for her—more than once, probably, she 
doesn't really know how many of Saturos and Menardi's 
threats were empty, but distinctly, memorably, recently by 
leaping off a crumbling lighthouse. The sea had looked as 
distant and blue as the sky, and he followed her down. 
Sheba had fallen from the sky once already, but he wasn’t 
willing to risk that she would be okay and he had followed 
her down. 


He risked his life for her. They always expect something in 
return; Babi, to teach him as much as she could about her 
mysterious powers, to do something about a mysterious 
prophecy. She had a job in Lalivero, helping the townsfolk, 


her family, looking after her little brother with her 
mysterious powers. That hadn’t been bad, that had just 
been part of being included in a community. Her captors had 
kept telling her how they had freed her from a life of 
servitude—true, technically, but an incomplete message. 
She had already been freed. 


The coughing gives away Felix's return to consciousness. He 
hacks up a bit of water. Sheba's waking had been gentler, 
but it had been a close thing. The lighthouse's sudden wash 
of Venus psynergy as she hit the ocean shook the breath 
from her lungs as much as the impact did. 


Felix stands, frantically glancing around the peninsula—now 
an island. His expression settles when he makes eye contact 
with Jenna. “Are you hurt?” he says, turning toward Sheba. 
She takes an involuntary step backward, toward Jenna. 


“It’s okay, he’s a healer,” Jenna says. 


Sheba shakes her head. There’s a scrape on her hand, but 
she barely feels it. She can’t accept any help, not without 
knowing the cost. Felix relaxes in response. 


“|I thought—“ His eyebrows scrunch and he pulls his cloak, 
still sopping wet, closer over one shoulder. “I’m glad that 
you’re Safe.” 


“Wait!!” Kraden says. “Are you going to check yourself for 
injury?" 


Felix looks down, shakes one leg, then the other. Waves his 
arms. Jenna giggles, and Sheba finds herself snickering, too. 


“Idiot,” Jenna mutters fondly, watching Felix snore through 
the open flap of his tent. They’re sleeping as armored as 
they can stand to be tonight. The wildlife has been rowdier 
since they lit the Venus lighthouse. 


Sheba checks her staff over for any kind of permanent 
damage, but she hasn’t really been utilizing it for anything 
up close and personal. Felix keeps most of the monsters at 
bay, focused on him. He had to reset his own broken arm 
today and then heal it. Wouldn’t that be handy, Sheba 
thinks. Wouldn’t it be nice not to need so many damn herbs 
all the time? 


“He doesn’t have to do everything himself. Why doesn’t he 
just ask for help? Of course l'Il help. I’m not a hostage 
anymore.” It’s not the first time Sheba has referred to herself 
as a free agent, but it still feels strange to think of. She could 
go home right now, if she had a ship. If she could bring 
herself to abandon Jenna and Felix to their quest. If she 
wasn’t needed. If she hadn’t felt the pall of Venus energy 
over her when the lighthouse was lit, sapping her energy 
from her very core. She needs to know what the Jupiter 
lighthouse will feel like. She has been powerless for so long, 
and she gets to choose for once. Sheba wants to see the 
world. 


Jenna shrugs. “Manly pride. He was never good at asking for 
help when we were kids, either. He was the oldest, you know. 
Not just my brother, but older than all our other friends. He 
thought he had to look after all of us. Sometimes Isaac could 
bully him into sharing the burden.” 


“I’m sure Isaac would help, too, if he asked,” Sheba says, 
softer this time. She doesn’t want to wake Felix to this kind 
of talk. 


Jenna’s expression falters. “Isaac doesn’t know... a lot of 
things. | don’t think Felix wants to take the chance that he 
might not go along with us. He’s already given up so much. 
Our home. Our parents. He’s taken on this whole quest by 
himself. They used to be best friends. | don’t think he could 
handle the rejection." 


“You didn’t hear them on the lighthouse that day...” Sheba 
sets her staff on the ground, starts on inspecting her boots 
for damage. “Garet and the others kept acting like they were 
enemies, like Felix was this great betrayer,” Jenna flinches at 
this, guilty, “like if Felix didn’t move, they’d all fight him to 
get at me. To rescue you and Kraden. Isaac wouldn’t have 
fought Felix. Not unless Felix raised his sword first. | could 
feel it." 

“I thought your psynergy was weakened at Venus 
Lighthouse?" 


“It was! Especially after it was lit, but | could still feel it. 
Isaac wanted to save Felix, too. | could feel his thoughts 
when Felix jumped after me." 


Jenna continues looking at her expectantly. “Well? What was 
he thinking?" 


Felix shifts, almost imperceptibly. His breathing is still level. 
Sheba plows on: “He wasn’t even thinking in words. It was 
just anguish, and then silence. He was so afraid for us, so 
angry at Saturos and Menardi, he wasn’t even thinking." 


Felix rolls over when she finishes, his back to them and the 
campfire. Sheba can’t make out his face in the dark, but the 
movement of his eyelashes in the shadows suggests he’s not 
asleep. 


“PII take first watch,” Jenna says around a yawn. “Get some 
rest.” She pats Sheba’s hair. 


2. Chapter 2 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Companion piece to previous chapter: we deal with 
exactly how panicked Isaac was when he saw Felix dive 
off a lighthouse like a fucking moron. 


The first day on the Lemurian ship is rough. Mia has the best 
compatibility with the technology, psynergetically speaking, 
but she’s never been on anything larger than a small fishing 
boat. 


“| can’t lend you any assistance,” lodem tells them. “All | can 
offer is instruction. And the hope that at least one of you has 
piloted such a vessel before.” 


Mia had never done anything so overtly careless as shrug, 
but she lacked her usual confidence when the issue was 
raised. Isaac and Garet had laughed nervously and glanced 
at each other. Ivan was learning what these signals meant, 
even without cheating. This one meant: the first time they 
had seen the ocean was on this journey, and they had been 
on precisely one boat in their entire lives. 


Ivan had at least read about sailing, a little, and Master 
Hammet had shown him more of the world than Angara. It 
was no substitute for Mia’s actual experience, but he thinks 
it probably sets him at least ahead of Garet and Isaac. 


This was not exactly sailing. No sails, for one. Ivan doesn't 
really understand what or how this thing is supposed to 
work. Psynergy, allegedly. Is it pushing the boat? Moving the 
water around them? Which school of psynergy, exactly, does 
the ship belong to? Clearly not Jupiter, Ivan suspects, or 
there would be sails. 


Mia spends the day learning to steer, and spends her 
evening teaching Isaac so that he can take first watch and 
keep them from drifting off course in the night. Isaac is 
supposed to be teaching Ivan now, but they are both 
exhausted and they know how this is going to end: Ivan will 
tell Isaac to stop trying to explain and just read his thoughts 
to learn how to pilot the ship, and Isaac will rest while Ivan 
takes his shift as pilot/second night watch. Isaac has many 
talents. Effective communication and instruction are not 
chief among them. 


Instead of initiating that meandering disaster of a 
conversation, Ivan says, “Do you mind if we talk for a few 
minutes?” 


Isaac shrugs. That, right there. That is what Ivan means 
when he complains about leadership communication. 


“I... heard what you were thinking. On top of Venus. When 
Felix jumped.” 


The ghostly glow of the moon and the ship’s lights 
illuminate a pink tinge on Isaac’s cheeks. “I thought you 
weren’t reading our minds without permission any more?" 


Ivan feels his own cheeks heat in response. “I didn’t! You 
were really loud. Feizhi could probably hear you over the 
mountains! | bet you broke her heart.” A large wave rocks 
the ship under them, not hard enough to be dangerous, but 
hard enough to be impossible to miss. Or maybe Isaac’s 
concentration falters. Ivan won’t judge. “Just... think about 
telling Felix how worried you get. We don’t have to fight 
him. We can talk it out. | can read his mind, too, find out 
whose side he’s really on, okay? We'll try to bring him home 
with the others." 


Isaac leans more heavily on the control orb than he needs 
to. lvan doesn’t need mind reading powers to see that he’s 
not ready to sleep, but he can’t go on much longer without 
it. “What do you think about what we heard at the 
lighthouse? Felix said he’s still going to light the rest of the 
lighthouses.” 


Ivan shrugs. It’s not a very good answer, and Isaac clearly 
needs something. “Mast—Hama said Felix faces a long 
journey and decisions she wouldn’t wish on anyone, and we 
heard him demand Saturos and Menardi leave bystanders 
alone, and he dove after Sheba. Every time we see him, he’s 
trying to protect someone. If he’s still alive—" 


“He’s still alive,” Isaac interrupts. lvan opens his mouth to 
protest, but lets the words go after he sees Isaac’s eyes. 
Sheba did fall from the sky. The lighthouse is barely half as 
high as the sky, at most. Their psynergy protected them at 
Kolima. It’s not impossible. It’s not certain, either, but Ivan 
doesn’t correct him. 


Ivan sighs. “He’s obviously trying to be a good person. 
Maybe... maybe Saturos and Menardi tricked him somehow. 
Maybe they lied about what the lighthouses do, or why they 
needed the elemental stars. ...Or maybe they have more 
hostages.” 


Isaac fumbles the controls, and that’s definitely not a wave 
rocking the ship this time, no sir, that was definitely Isaac. 
“No,” he snaps. “That’s not—who else would they even 
have.” 


He says it with such certainty that it's not a question; Ivan 
can tell he’s mostly saying it for himself. Ivan doesn’t argue. 


“I'll go get Mia. Wait here. She'll show you how everything 
works.” Isaac releases the controls more gently, allowing 


them to drift a little while he makes a hasty escape. Ivan 
looks to Zephyr, fluttering awake at the commotion to peek 


its head out of his item pouch. “I was just trying to help,” 
Ivan says. 


3. Chapter 3 


“I thought you'd be faster,” Isaac says, apropos of nothing. 
He’s got a hand hovering over a gash in Felix’s shoulder, 
leaking cure psynergy over the area. Felix does have the 
psynergy to heal himself, but Isaac offered, and honestly, 
he’s better at it. Isaac almost never leaves a scar. 


Felix raises an eyebrow. 
“In general,” Isaac says. “In combat, in travel. Faster.” 
Felix stares at him. He can’t shrug. 


Isaac catches Felix’s curious expression after a moment. “We 
could barely keep up with you, back when Saturos and 
Menardi were leading the charge. The lighthouse puzzles 
were the only thing that slowed them down." 


Felix feels a tug at his lips. “Sheba slowed us down at Venus. 
She didn’t want to be a hostage again, not so soon after 
Tolbi. That revitalized Jenna’s rebellious streak." 


“Yours, too,” Isaac says. “| bet you were constantly taking 
the fall for their troublemaking.” 


Felix does shrug this time, partly to test his shoulder. The 
skin is tight, almost itches where the wound was, but it 
doesn’t hurt. Isaac takes his hand back, slips his gloves back 
on, and sits next to Felix, shoulderto-shoulder. 


Isaac laughs a little to himself. “Tell me they gave Menardi 
hell." 


Felix snorts. “Oh, she never forgot how unwilling her 
hostages were.” He hesitates over the next bit. Ivan and 


Sheba already know, because they’re both terrible at letting 
secrets be, which means it’s a matter of time until Isaac and 
Jenna know. Best to say it outright, rather than letting the 
news trickle down to Isaac. “I don’t think they were going to 
keep me around after Venus." 


Isaac’s expression falls. “I thought you were a partner?" 


Felix shakes his head. “I was their only real option for a 
Venus adept. | was too weak to be a threat. But after | spent 
the entire week through Lalivero and Jupiter being a pain for 
Jenna and Sheba... | don’t think they were planning to keep 
me around.” 


“What about Alex?” Isaac readjusts his scarf, checking it for 
fraying. 


At first, he doesn’t understand the question. What about 
Alex? And then, oh, isn’t he friends with Alex, that’s what he 
means. Wouldn't Alex care if something happened to Felix? 
“I don't Know," Felix admits. Sometimes Alex has been 
known to help him, but never because he cares. "I don’t 
think Alex cares about anyone who doesn’t help his own 
goals." 


“What are his goals?" 


Felix shrugs again, feels the entire motion along the place 
where his arm is pressed to Isaac's, shoulder to elbow. “l 
don’t even know if A/ex knows his goals. He was around a lot 
more before Venus Lighthouse. He doesn’t get along with 
Jenna at all.” 


Isaac laughs at this, a surprised, undignified snort. “That’s 
not a surprise.” His laughter tapers off as a revelation hits 
him. “You slowed down after they—after the lighthouse.” 


“No ship,” Felix agrees. 


“No, | mean, we could never keep up with Saturos and 
Menardi because we were always stopping to clean up their 
messes, helping people they’d hurt. We got ahead of you 
once or twice, though. Every time we caught wind that you’d 
passed through, we had just barely missed you and the 
whole town would sing your praises.” He adopts a high 
falsetto. “That Felix, saved our village. | tried to offer him 
my hand in marriage, but he’s sworn to the heroing 
business,’ or wait, there was another,” Isaac switches to a 
creaking, hoarse voice, “'Brought me a rare healing fungus 
for me old bones.’ That last one is true, by the way. | really 
heard a man Say that." 


Felix smiles. They’d happened to have the mushroom on 
hand and no need for it. Jenna had really wanted that djinni. 
“I never liked how Saturos and Menardi ran things." 


Author's Note: 


| mean, it's not exactly a booming hub of GS content (is 
anywhere a booming hub of GS content tbh?), but | do 
what | can at my tumblr to reblog basically whatever | 
see. 





